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An Elegiac POEM 


Mcmory of that truly a and Loyal Gentleman 
Wilham Whitmore 
Eſq wires 
Late of 2 Belmes-i in 2 the C ounty of Middle ſex, 


who being wounded by the Ce ſul Diſcharge ef his own Piſtol depari: 
cd this life July the 31th Rs 


vIvIT posT FUNERA, viktus "wt 


Hen the loud i Fro of Fame the News had rd 
V The Young,, the Brave, the Generous whitmor's dead, 
One general groan tun'd every gentle Breaſt | 
And flowing Tears from e'ry Eye. lid preſt, 
The Hero that in chaſe of Fame had trod __ 42 
The ſlagghcer' > Ficld,' and Forded Streaitis of Blood 
Fluſht ix-the Arts of Death; yet wept to ſee SR 
A Brother fall without a Vittory. | 
Apollo's Sons foriook their Withering Bayes, . 
Laid by their Books, forgot their tuneful-Loye77 
And Dumb with ſtupid 'grief, could only 6 bgh 
Mecenas their lov'd Patrons Elegy.” 
But muſt he then have none * If Tearned Verſs 
Be ſuffer'd only to attend his Hearſe, 
Raptures and Figures of the firſt degree 
Strain'd to the higheſt Notes of 'Extafi ; ED 
Such as of old the Martuax Bard | inſpir' dy... TIED 
Or-Athers in her Pride of Power admir'd' 


I muſt befilent ; yer i've heard i it ſaid; hs 7 
are af 


The meaneſt duties which to Heaven'a 
Are kindly taken, af devoutly, made, 


What 


What if I then, can't bring.:s others da? 

With what Thave, his Funeral Hearle Iſle'ftrew, 

And to the Duſt his dear remains Perſue: 

Sad thorighty and muſt he thither go * Ah Death!” 

Can nothing bribe thee to recal his Breath ? 

If hoards ai=Vircue lav'd 1n earheſt Youth 

Exalted Wit, Wealth, Loyalty or Truth 

Are worrk thy value, give us back this one 

Of ai! the numerous Subjects of thy Throne, 

From His own garherd ffogk hele pay thee more, 

Ten thouſsnd.rumes'thek Whar thou'ſt got before 

A few dead bones alas are all thy ſtore, 

Aid where's the Booty, « where's thy Treaſure then Þ 

W here thy Rroud Conqueſts ore the Sons of ay 

Vain deat h,aad;yer incxorable too! 

They happieſt are,that in a Camp perſue 

Thy charged Bolts, and {natch a Fate from you. 

Thus would, thus witht, our-Zero tb;have fell 

In a fair Field from Honours Pinnacle ; 

Amidſt the ranks of Ran ed Warriors crown'd, þ 

With Verdant Bayes, iin Rolts of Fame ren5wn "1. a 

Whulſt Drums, and Ecchoing TRAGES —_ the Skies) ES 

In, doleful Qirges lang his Obiequics. WO 

But ſpitefn Death this you deny 'd kim. £90; 44 © SY Yeu, 2 AOL BY 

And baſely ftole ht, I: fl. ere *rwre rhy dies 

His Blooming years ſcarce paſt, and yet-to come # 

Ages of Hongwr &'re hezreaciets Tomb, T2Q% T1: 

Fate p:omiff'him. © But Murd'rer as thou art 

Walt int 'erſulr of theie. thy Coward Dart 

Unſeen, an iexpetsd reach” 6 his. heart, ; ti on {4 IT 

Maliciou " L Caf! 2 6 142 & LIS, Coty redreſs ; Fr \ 
ROS... 

OH wi 


\.-Th end, 3 ava oidt 
Thy fr 2 Mounted cbroug ih io HARE WM "N AT 

He's made a Cou:t er of he? ng of _— Tt; 

And 'mngſt his ”eers theSorzs of 6 Meas A 

We only bave th2 loſs; that yer ſur ven; Ede fot 00:78 Cgh 

We only mourn, who yetare Yoon to.liy We. 49-47 od. vo bis. 

Lifes Buarthen none on Earth: ad Gags "x no. dngd baA 

The Whips of fortune,” ad th i goads of. Le. 5, | | 

Thi Opp reſſors Wrongs, theLaws, delay, the Taunts ; 

Of Sreat men, or the : Po6# 5 mane ſtarving wants, 

Could they like him Disburthen'd of the. oyl, 

B2 made Pofleflors of an Heavenly; $9 PH 

Where in Immortal Joys with Goda ave, 

He caſtes the Banquets of Immttal love. | 
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